
Carnage.
In dismay I stared at the destruction around me. Sodden mud was being flung as metal swords struck metal swords. Men lay with their armour dented, blood seeping from the cracks and wounds gaped open on their limbs. Groans and screeches travelled on the light breeze while bodies lay face down in the ankle-deep dirt. 

“Take a good look, son. Soon, you’ll be taking my place.” My father lightly put his hand on my shoulder and looked upon the battle in action. I could barely set my eyes on it without feeling sick. The unimaginable pain each man felt made my stomach churn.
But I don’t want to cause any harm to anyone!
I responded with a small nod. A loud squawk sounded above me and I looked up to see radiant green feathers blocking out the sun’s rays. My falcon, Ezra, seemed oblivious to the heart-wrenching battle below and continued to hunt for food.
“What if I don’t want to be like you?” I turned around to face my father. “You sent out innocent soldiers with families and children! Many men have died, you will be held responsible and carry that burden for the rest of your life.” The sun cast my shadow in front of me.
“Apollo, son, who else will lead the kingdom? No one else is even related to me apart from you.” He spread his arms, indicating the whole kingdom.
“Well, I don’t know who, but that someone is not going to be me.” I shoved my father’s tall figure out of the way and walked back into the castle, slamming the doors behind me. His muffled voice sounded on the other side of the thick wooden door but I didn’t care. I’d be glad to leave this place if it meant that I wouldn’t have to be king.
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